CONSTANTINOPLE                      igg

handkerchiefs behind theirs : the veiled women seemed
jaded : their small feet and great eyes that usually twinkled
so brightly in the streets had grown respectively dusty
and dull with the oppression of the day. It was so hot that
even the pigeons were too exhausted to make love. My
sentry nodded.

And then, with an insouciant grace that was vivid in
my mind, a tall figure entered. She carried a novel and a
little tasselled bag ; and was dressed in a thin white serge
coat and skirt. I watched her walking to a bench opposite,
some two hundred yards away. If she saw me, she gave
no hint of it, but sat down and began reading, apparently
unconscious of the world about her.

With a glance at my sentry, I rose and strolled very
slowly away. He woke at once, and followed. I stopped to
examine a myrtle hedge, yawned, lit a cigarette, told him
that it was too hot for exercise : he agreed emphatically.
I said that we would sit for a little in the shade on the
other side of the road, and then return to the cafe. We
wandered across, and I sank into the seat beside my
guardian angel. There was no room for the sentry, so he
obligingly lay down on the grass behind us. I thought,
This is most extraordinary !

Without taking her eyes from her novel, the White Lady
murmured that I was to speak low and look in the
opposite direction-
Then she asked where my companion was, and on
hearing he had the 'flu, she told me that she also had
been attacked by it at the very moment that we had
spoken to her at Church, and that it was only with diffi-
culty she had been able to keep the rendezvous to-day.

I tried to thank her for coming, but she interrupted
with :